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HOME, SWEET HOME. 


_ “After all, there is no place like London—this, at anyrate, is Poor Pa’s ae Mamma, though, does not altogether’» tree with him. She is rather 
inclined, in fact, to think that Cockneys, if anything, are a iittle ‘too’ enthusiastic. For instance, I understand that she passed far from a comfortable time of it 
on Monday last, when, if I may use a vulgar phrase, the ‘scray end’ of my family returned to town. Battersonians, I believe, were yuite carried away by their own 
enthusiasm, and consequently carried away Poor Dad's vehicle. It is comforting to hear, though, that Poor Ma was not quile killed.”—Toorsis. 


AN ETHICAL DRAWBACK. A HORSE-STEALER. 


AccorDING to Captain Johnson, the highwayman’s 
historian, Henry Cook was “ one of nineteen or twenty of a 
family, and his parents were industrious and respected in 
their station.” The father was a leather merchant, a..1 
young Cook was taught the same business and set up in 
trade. For some vears he conducted himself with propricty, 
and a married, seemed likely to do well in the world. 
However, in the end he got heavily in debt, and, fearing 
arrest and imprisonment, absconded. For a while he 
wandered from place to place, hiding his head as best he 
could, until one day, being informed that the bailiff 
threatened “ he would hav » him if he stayed above ground,” 
he provided himself with a pair of pistols, and sent that 
ofticer word that he was prepared for his approach, and 
that the moment he came it should be his last,“ He there- 
fore heard no more of him.” 

After some time he ventured, one evening, to return 
home, * but finding a etranger there, he resol ved no longer 
to live with his wife,” and, shortly afterwards, started as 
highwayman. He started ax a footmd, but soon managed 
to steal a horse; but after four robberies, from which he 
only pocketed thirteen guineas, his career very nearly came 
es Ss abrupt sulk: ectie ' ie th 
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recognised Cook's horse az cne atlvertized as having been stolen, 
and roughly demanded how he eame by it. Cook swore that he 
had bouzht it of aman at the Bell Inn,at Edmonton, and that if 
he would go there with him he would be. satisfied that what he 
said was trae, By this stratagem Cook hoped to have lured him 
away from his companions, and to have found an opportunity of 
knocking him ou the head and robbing him, . 

But all the party a «1 to accompany them to the Bell. which 
was not faroft; and as he approacied the inn he was rocking his 
Drains to hiton a way of escape. When they had got near to the 
spot. he, knowing the country, spurred hi- horse and rode off as fast 
us he could downa line, His companions’ horses, however. being 
much fresher than his, they quickly gained on him, and * he took 
n wood, when. his horse refusing to leap. four of his troublesome 
companions were within forty vards of him, when he fired and 
demanded them to stand off, They stopped, when he alighted 
from his horse and ran into the wood,” 

After this frizhit he liv elose fora while, but venturing out again 
“he attacked an eld man, robbed him of his money and horse, and 
had not proceeded far woen he met another man, from whom he 
took his horse in exchange, and what money he found on him,” The 
unfortunate vietim: presently overtook the old man, who claimed 
the horse, and vowed be would give him into custody unless he 
returned it. This the victim did, and walked dolefully home. 

After a few days’ carouse, Cook again took to the road, but 
venturing near the spot where he had committed the two last 
robberies, he was taken into custody and sent to Newgate. His 
accuser, however, would not swear that. he was the man who 
robbed him, thouzh the animal that Cook rode was certainly the 
prosecutor's horse, and this. being the tirst time he had beet 
upprehended, his friends obtained his nequittal. 3 

Aman called Taylor, whom he had left in charge of his business, 
informed him. on his return home, that things had all gone wrong 
in the leather trade, and Cook persuaded him to turn highwayman 
and join him at Epping Forest. 

They began “with great boldness, stopping all coaches and 
individuals, so that they soon found their present employment a 
speedier way of making money than selling leather or making 
aloes But one day, attacking a stage coach nesr Colchester, a 
Captain Mawley shot Taylor, and his companion ran off.” 

Aftera few days passed in concealment, Cook “ went forth with the 
mot desperate resolution of avenging Taylor's death, by taking the 
life of Captain Mawley, if hecould possibly find him, After various 
daring rrbber ies he was at last discovered by a woman who knew 
him, and was taken, and. several witnesses appearing against him 
he was sentenced to suffer the due reward of his numerous anc 
aggravated crimes.” 

Captain Jchnson does not mention any date in this case, nor 
does he state what punishment was awarded to the offender, 

(Next week, “Ghosts in Court.) 
es 
Bak GAarDninx, 

Me and billium iss rex from anxsicty off mind, The gurl pex 

dore enjoy ruddy elth, 


(Nex weak, gy.) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
SS 
*,* Correspondents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclose a stamped enrelope large enough to contain the 
contributions submitted, Do not inclose loose stamps. 


Nt a hit cf it, TUE JOKER, Kissing is a childish game. Try 
again, OLD JOB THE CoRKER, Jf you wish to procure fame, 
ALICE, you are quite mistaken; Why de you complain just new 2 
No, yon're wrong, Most GENTLE MAIDEN ; SLOPER'S alirays at 
the prow, You're a domes; JAMES MCDONALD; Why don't you 
assert your rights 2? Please steer clear, most noble SCOTTIE, Of all 
sorte of rows-and fights, Try again, most genial NETTIE; Yeu 
will surcly take the cale, Cur advice ts, SWEETEST Poppy, Do 
net your old work forsake, 
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“ALLY SLOPER'’S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
The Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Paper inthe World, 


Lerwarded to any part of the World, Sarawak and Bechuanaland 
excepted, post free: 
3 months, 1s. €d.; 6 months, 3s. 3d.; 12 months, 6s. 6d. 
In Stamps or P.O.028 payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“THE SLorenies,” 99 Siok LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 


Show Cards will be sent post free to Newsagents on application, 


PARIS 
On sale at all Kivsques and Booksellers’, at 20 centimes, or by 
epecial arrangement at our 
PARIS AGENCY, 22 RvE DE LA BANQUE. 


——. 


NINE CLAIMS ALREADY PAID, 


—£150— 


Will he paid to the nert-of kin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girt 
( Railway Servants on duty cacepted ), who shall happen to meet 
with his or her death inva lailway Accident to H ¢ Train in 
which they are travelling, in any part of the United Kingdom, 
PROVIDED a copy of the current tasue of “ ALLY SLOPER's HALF- 
Moupway" be found upon the Deecased at the time of the Accident, 
“ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-Honipay” ¢s published throughout. the 
Unéted Kingdom every Wednesday morning at 9 o'clock, and the 
Insurance lasts one week From that time, expiring at 9 o'clock the 
tollowing Wednesday morning, 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 
—— 
In Third Class, LoC.§& D. Ry. 

First Fuir Typewriter, Some men seem to have no sense—can’t 
take a hiut any more than a log of wood, 

Necond Fair Typewriter, Whats the matter, dear? 

Pirst Fuir Typewriter, Why 1 have been treading on this man's 
feet ever since the train left Ludgate Hill, and he has never once 
thought of offering me his seat. 

ss 
s 
Toan Agency for Cuttings from the Press* 
Came Shakespeare’s ghost, and said, * Vd fain possess 
All parodies that ever vet in Britain 
On Tntere famed scliloquy were written 1” 


The Agency replied: “Sweet Avon bard, 

The task will be laborious, long. and hard, 

But day and night we'll work till we complete it— 
Call reund when fijteen hundred years have sjleeted £” 


Browne. W'm. this Rocksea must be quite an interesting place; 
U think I shall have to go and sce it. 

Smythe, Why? ; 

Browne, Well, it’s the only scaside place I've heard of that the 
guide-book doern't describe as “this popular and rapidly rising 
resort.” se 


Young Lorer, Ya-as, Miss Edith, 1 do assure you I've got quite 
a weputation asa sad dog, don’t you know. 

Miss Kdith, Oh, yes. | quite believe you; I've often heard you 
alluded tous a miserable young puppy. 


~~ 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No, 597.—The “Age of Love" Costume. 


“Guess as the weatber's gettin’ 
cold, and as there’x no more blukes “The plagucy foire is going out 
from Lunnon about, I'll retire for the again, Moike.” “Shure, I'll fasten the 
peasun.” doore, Biddy. Tnat'll kape it in.” 


Ethel. Any news in the papers, George ? 
George. None that will interest you, dear. We are in the midst of the Long 
Vacation, aud the Divorce Court is nut at present sitting. 


FLOWER VASE. 
Turn it topsy-tarvy and find the owner. 


aa 


AUTHORS—AUTHENTIC, 
No. 77.—Groome. 


(Saturday, October 5, 1895, 


ee 7 hotel taprd Saloon, 
Wasn't he any good? rfect fool. Wh ees you had? 

Proprictor, No, a perfect fool. y, what do you think 
idiot did? A gentleman left a razor to be sh: nk the 
actually did it 60 that it would shave easily, sharpened, ani i. 


s 
She, There seems to be quite an alteration j rel writ: 
nowadays; all the old-fashioned stories used to end be tnrtin: 
and heroine getting married, gS SY) 
He, Yes—er—1 suppose the public has got tired of tragedi-s 
s 


“THINK you,” our apaen asked of me, 
“ That four score years | shall live to see?” 
And | saw a chance of edging in 
A hint at his one besetting sin. 
Slily 1 answered, “Unless I err, 
You'll take the cake for longevity, 
If your life but resembles i sermons, sir, 
In the matter of want of brevity!” " ’ 
ss 


Smith, Hush! Miss Oldleigh is going to sing. 
Jtrown, Can she sing? 
Smith, Like a bird. 
An interval of fire minutes. 
Brown, You storytelling impostor! you said she could sing tike 


a bird. 
Smith, Weil, isn't a crow a bird? 
ss 


i 
Old-Fushioned Mother. You don't mean to tell me, J; rou’ 
going to marry a brazen minx like that? ame aad 
New- Fashioned Sun, That's just it, mother ; it’s her having so 
much brass that's the inducement. Why, she'll come in for near'y 
ten thousand quid, *\° te 


Ir doesn't do to be too hasty in making uncharitable insini. 
tions, but when you come across a fellow propping hiniself up 
against his front door and trying to blow the fluff out of his 
pocket-knife, under the impression that it’s his litch-key, you e11, 
safely bet even money that it’s not all lemon squashes he's taken 
in that evening. ee 

s 


Young De Masher. 1 eay—er—Miss Prettypert, I want to know, 
don't you know—er—er—why do—er—er—ladies wear corset: 
don't you know? : 

Miss Prettypert. For the same reason that some young men | 
kuow wear high starched collars—to support a weak part. 

as 


s 
Mrs. Grumbleton, That Young Spreeleigh, who lives next door, 
is what J call a homeless man. 
Mrs. Naylor, Homeless? How do you mean? 
Mra. Grumbleton, Why, he is home much less than he ought tu 
be, and than he would be if he was my husband, 
ss 


& 
D, ona card, is the capital “D” 
Which at times in your window is planted : 
D is the Dustman who cometh with glee, 
Wheu he learns from the “ D” that he's wanted. 


D is the “ Deuce” (when the Dust he has ta’en) 
That will. as Donation, content him : 
D the Dark Depth of his Doleful Diedain 
If with only oxe “ D" you present him ! 
s 


s 
fellow just passed? He's ran thronch 


he 7 ll See that rag; 
ny have been as as the Jubilee Plunger 


alot of money. Woul 
but for his wife. 
Snapper. Was she economical, then? 
Snipper. Oh, no ; she was more extravagant than he. 
Suapper. How do you mean, then? 
Sripper. Why, she spent the greater part of the money sv he 
couldut. *.° 


Overheard at Gatti's. 


She. 1 spoke to that waiter in Italian, and he didu't seem to 
understand me, 
He (a brite), Of course he wouldn't. He is an Italian. 


i‘ pact young Lovier has been sneaking round after your gir’. 
asn't he! 
‘ Bullion, We called here frequently, but at last ] forbad him ti- 
ose, 
Jones, Vm not surprised. It’s a nice house, and I shouldn't car 
about parting with it if 1 was you. 
ss 


s 
THAT man may pat himself on the back whose pet barm:i'l 
wears the same sized gloves as his old dutch. It saves such 1 lot 
of unpleasantness if the missus happens to find a quarter dozen 
when she goes through his pockets, as he’s always sate in sayin: 
that he meant ‘em as a “ pleasant little surprise.” 
ss 


s 
Mr, Penhecker (gloomily), Upon my word, money is a curse. | 
Mra. Pomicrasetlee ail ve well iosbuss it, but I should like 
to know what you would be if it hadn't been for mine, Mr. I’. : 
Mr. Penhecker (a seraphic smile illuminating his countenane 
Jor a brief moment), A bachelor, my dear. 
ss 


s 
First Man, What did poor Pillule die of, do you know? | 
always thought he was such a healthy eat - k 
Sccond Wife. So he was, but he got hold of some medical OM 
describing the symptoms of different complaints, and he doctor 
himself for them all, 7 


“THE second player plays his low, 
The third one plays Aes high.” 
Thus ran the rules, as all men know, 
For whist in days gone by. 
But the Advocate of Woman's Right, 
With an artful eye to biz., — 
Now claims a corrigendum slight— 
For “his” read “her or his”! 
*¢ 
s 
Prospective Tenant. It looks as if that pipe leaked. 
Agent, That is nothing, sir. Easily prevented. 
Interval of month, | will 
Tenant. You told me that leak could be easily prevented. Wi! 
you kindly tell me how? acts 
Agent. By keeping the cistern empty, sir. Perfectly simple. 
s . S ery 
She (luoking at drawing ). Oh, is this yours? It is not a bit lik 
your work, Seay 
Ile (the artist.) Indeed? May I enquire where you notice ti 
ditference? 
She. Why, it is quite pretty. 
weet ee 
READ 


THE STRANGE ADVENTURES OF 


'ARRY TIGGIN AND FREODY POGSON. 


Appearing Weekly in 


E.ARES! 


ONE HALFPENNY. ONE HALFPENNY: 


saturday, October 5, 1896.) 
TOOTSIE HOME AGAIN. 


yrs. dears, Tam home again, basking in the balmy air of 
-qersea, Strolling in its shady groves, ruminating upon the 
ba hanks of its lake, 
Listening to the 
distant | murmur 
of the Bowwow- 
eries and the oft 
recurring rattle of 
the trains over- 
head. 

Home agnuin. 
Home, sweet 
home ! 

“You may 
search — through 
the wide world,” 
as the t has 
observed, and not 
find two Batter- 
seas, 

On our arrival 
we were met at 
the raiiway sta- 
tion by the 
majority of our 
“Circulation.” 
Poor Pa, over- 
come by joy or 
something, em- 
braced me. Ma 
almost smothered 

: Lord Bob. The 
Pook Snook and the Honourable Billy clung to one another. 
Yottie and Lardi looked on with a spiteful smile. 

I believe that holidays are a delusion and a snare, and ought to 
be put down by Act of Parliament. How misernble are seaside 
lodgings. What a hollow mockery the friendship of the landlads, 
‘And the hotels! Surely, there is nothing sadder than hotel life. 
it is so lonely, so selfish! You arrive amid smiles and welcomes, 
and depart amidst broader smiles and lower bows if you remember 
evervone outside the obligatory “attendance.” Here to-day, gone 
morrow, |" Bring down a hundred and nothing's luggage. 18 


thisall. : 

Then you go, and on the steps the incoming tenant of a hundred 
and nothing passes you by contemptuously. Why not! 

The incoming and outgoing yata t hotel like the 
Meiropole at Brighton is a curious study, The women, as a rule, 
uo up in the lift and interview their bedrooms. The male men 
creatures seem satisfied to know that they have a bedroom, some- 
where corresponding with @ number on a round card that has been 
yiven to them, and which they put away in their waistcoat 
pockets with elaborate precaution and, of course, immediately lose. 

There wasa dear, giddy 
old male man thing of 
some sixty. summers I 
» across this year, 
vea lot of trouble 


arge hotel where I 
wasstiying, He arrived 
putting, witha large-sized 
witeand four differently - 
sized daughters in his 
wake. He got his ticket 
at the oflice, and seemed 
to be thoroughly well 
satistied with himself, 
Then his good lady gave 
himadig with her sun- 
shade, and asked what 
his number was, 

This giddy old gadfly 
had had a check suit built 
tor him for this outing, 
vhich abounded in 
pockets, two at least of 
which he was ignorant. 
His female belongings 
fell upon him like ban- } 
dits, and searched, but hy" 
without result, Then the \ 
head of the family (1 it 
menn, of course, the silly 
oid dear's: wife) swe) 
majestically past him into the office, and demanded the numbers 
of the clerk, as might have done a highwayman in times past, 
with loaded pistols, 

Dinner time was not far off, so the ladies dressed and came down 
aziin into the hall quite full of themselves, and left the number- 
card upstairs, The male tail of the family, revelling in the many- 
pocketed abomination, had refused to pat on a dress suit and white 
Nie, and had lounged into the smoking-room for a cigar and 
retreshmeut, where he was attacked by the head waiter with 
respect to the number of his party for the table dhote and the 
uumber of his room. The latter he had again forgotten, but said 
that his wife would be down directly, and then it would be all right. 

Vut it wasn't. The hen and chicks had not the faintest notion 
where they roosted. “Good heavens, man!” cried ma, “it is you 
Who ougnt to see to these things!” 

This time that unhappy father had to face the clerk in the oftice, 
Now suaded almost to madness, for another round ticket. On his 
way back across the hall he managed to drup it. 

Ask me not to continue this awful story. That poor old gentle- 
min did not enjoy his holiday very much. 

Who does? ‘How pale and pinched the seasiders look this year 

~? ontheirreturn, What 

weather we have had. 

Anyhow, here I am 
again in dear old Lon- 
don, I dine at Gatti's 
and go to the big 
fencing show at the 
Adelphi, in which 
William Terriss is so 
admirable. I dine at 
the Gaiety, and go to 
see the Shop Girl, 
which seems likely to 
run on till the crack 
of doom. I dine at 
the majestic Romano's, 
and hie me to Drury 
Lane to see the won- 
derfully clever battle 
scene, and hear Miss 

,,, Fanny Brough sing 
f MY “ Cheer, boys, cheer.” 


i 


\ 


I am not like that 
clerical air man 
with the bandbox. 
do like London! 

Why should not 
people like London 
and be proud of being 
born in the greatest 
and grandest city in 
in Pariej the world? To be orn 
i tis is thought to bea big thing. All French peers long to visit 
year but there are thousands of English people who have never 
ten Jong life reached London. They don't want to. They know 

er. Allright. They would be no ornament to it if they did. 


il i 


A tender embrace, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
ASK YOUR CHEMIST FOR 


SLOPER’S PILLS 


PRICE 4” PER BOX (50 PILLS). 


SLorer's PILLS ARE MADE FROM THE PRE- 

SCRIPTION OF AN EMINENT PHYSICIAN 
PRACTISING IN THE WEST END OF LONDON, 
and will be found invaluable in cases of Liver Complaint. Indiges- 
tion, all Stomachie Affections, Giddiness, Nervousness, Shortness 
of Breath, Costiveness, Headache, Wind, Blotches on the Skin, 
Pimples, Debility, Disturbed Nights, Unpleasant Dreams, Bilious- 
neas, Want of Tone. all Female Complaints, ete. 


SICK HEADACHE CURED. 


Hampstead, 
anuary 15th, 1895. 


Messrs. GURDEN é& CO. 


DEAR SIRS,—I cannot refrain from tell- 
ing you that I have tried your Sloper’s Pills. 
Having suffered from sick headache for a long 
time past, I took some of your Pills, which 
cured me. You have full liberty to publish 
this testimonial, I only add that I hope you 
will have every success. 


Yours truly, 
J. BROWN. 


IF YOUR CHEMIST DOES NOT KEEP SLOPER’S PILLS 
SEND 9}? IN STAMPS TO 


THE PROPRIETORS, 


GURDEN & Co.,, 


99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C., 
AND A BOX WILL BE SENT IMMEDIATELY. 


THE TURNHAM GREEN TRAVELLERS’ CLUB. 


THE idea was Jenkinson's. and a deuced good idea it was—we 
say so, even now that the Club‘s bust up. 

“ Most of the decent fellows round here have been away some- 
where or other during the summer.” he argued, “and now that 
they’re back, should have many guod stories to relate. Let's get 
‘em all tugether and form the Turnham Green Travellers’ Club?” 

d we did. We all met ina room on the first floor of the 
Pieman and Plunger, fixed the subscriptions at a shilling a year, 
elected Joe Toppliddle honorary scratchetary, and on what 
then promised to be a glorious career. It was thought a good plan 
and one that would enable members to protit by the experiences of 
others, to allow anybody to put questions to a narrator after the 
latter had closed his story, and we adopted the thing nem, cur. By 
later lights it seems a pity we did so, but, of course, we couldn't be 
expected to foresee difticulties. 

n the opening night, for instance, Bill Liddingfoot, who'd been 
on a fishing excursion along the Test, which runs through Hamp- 
shire, told us a wonderful story of the xagacity of a cow—a mere 
common cow. She had a queer partiality for spoon bait, and Bill 
was fishing with spoon bait. Finding many of the lines which he 
had put out, pulled in, and the bait gone, he hid behind a tree to 
catch the thief, when he saw the cow come and pull in the line 
between her teeth nnd eat the bait. He further said that she tried 
hard to throw the hook again, but her horn wasn't long enough. 

Bill’s only interrogation spoilt the story. It was Alf. Clibbin- 
stock, and he fetched « natural history book to prove that » cow 
had no teeth on the top jaw, so how could she e Bill Lidding- 
foot’s line between ’em? . 

Ned Stock winters, who puts on a good many airs, and claims to 
be sick of all hackneyed places, as he puts it, said he spent his 
vacation in dear old Egypt, making Cairo his head-quarters. His 
adventures were certainly astonishing, vot to say humorous, and 
when he finished we all applauded loudly. : 

Then Joe Jibbinstack rose to put a question. Had his gifted 
friend Mister E. Stockwinters ever read a book called “Innocents 
Abroad,” because, strange to say-—— 

‘As the only answer Stockwinters made was to shy the rosewood 
coalbox at Joe's head, and then get out o' the room, we concluded 
that the charge was proved, and passed a vote of suspension on 
Ned, as a caution to liars. . 

Nevertheless, old Ben Burmerhicks got up to give us a few facts 
about the fauna and slua of the Nile, as he called it. 1f. quarter of 
what he said was true, the Nile must be a wonderful and surprising 
river. But the way old Ben fenced with a certain question that 
was put to him in cross-examination, rather shook our faith in 
his * facts.” 

Little Tommy Troddinger asked him what the average depth of 
the Nile was? if 

Old Ben said that it varied. It was very deep in some places 
and very shallow in others. 

Tommy asked if he’d state what the draught of his boat was? 

Old Ben said he didn't kuow for certain, but he thought about 
seven feet. 

Then Tommy asked him to state definitely the deepest and the 
shallowest places he'd been through. 

“T can't tell you what the deepest was,” said old Ben, “because I 
didn’t have acceas to the captain's log-book, in which the soundings 
are recorded, but you can guess we was in a pretty shallow place 
once, when I tell you that the skipper had to send four sailors 
ahead with sprinkling pots before we could get the channel deep 
enough to navigate !" oe i 

Certainly the members didn’t kill him there and then, but his 
facts were received with a silence that looked like as if they dis- 
believed him, and they never came again, 


a 


THE MODERN AGE. 
The Youngest Sharpshins, L say, dad, why do the angels never 
come to see us now, like we read about in the Bible? 
Old Sharpshins, The world has become so dreadfully wicked, 
my dear, that they are probably afraid they would have their wing 
feathers stolen to make plumes for ladies’ hats. 


315 
AUNT BOODLE’S LEGACY. 


—— 


THERE is no more pathetic sight in the wide realms of Nature 
than on unsought virgin of thirty summers—unless it be the 
hapless victim she 
may eventually snare ; 
and he is a spectacle 
to “make milch the 
burning eyes of 
heaven,” if you like. 

Having got this 
piece of philosophy 
otf our chest, we will 
proceed to justify it. 

It was impossible to 
accuse Miss Harriet 
Spottleby of lack of 
energy in playing the 

t game of * Hus- 
nd Hunting.” She 
went at it for all she 
was worth. Shethrew 
herself mind, body 
and estate into the 
fray.and slept, as all 
good soldiers should, 
with her arms beside 
her. At lenst, her 
rouge- pot, hair-dye, 
Bloom of Ninon, and 
spare set of teeth were 
always handy on tho 
toilet table. 

Yet cruel fortune 
persistently refused to 
smile upon her etforts. 
In vain had she again 
and again spread her 
nets like the experienced fowler she was. The human birds wore 
unnaturally shy, or preternaturally artful, and whichever the case 
the result was the same. It was worse than heart-breaking—it was 
positively wrinkle producing. : 

There was one bird, moreover, and an extremely young one to 
boot, whose conduct was inexpressibly exasperating. He wolfed 
up all the bait, all the compliments, and all the sweetness in the 
immediate vicinity of the snare, and hopped and perked pro- 
vokingly near the meshes, yet invariably contrived to save his 
feathers by timely flight. 

Indeed, Herbert Adolphus Flixer, though young, possessed 
caution enouzh fora full-blooded, middle-aged product of the Land 
o’ Burns, His income of four hundred a year he found amply 
sufficient for himself, and much as he admired the fair Harriet— 
*doosid fine woman, just my style; I like em ripe!"—he vet 
comtad the expediency of making “enough for one” risk doublo 

uty. 

Some women might have admired this prudence, but not so the 
fair Miss Spotuleby. “A boy 
like that,” she muttered, in- 
dignantly, “to spend four 
hundred a year on himself! 
Why, i could housekeep 
splendidly with it! The 
scifish little wretch! But I'll 
mike it warm for him if I do 
eatch him!" and she ground 
her teeth—the best set— 
viciously. 

Matters were in this stage 
when a certain event caused 
Ilarrict to conceive a plan, 
and Bertie made an afternoon 


eall, 

“Where is it to be this 
year, Miss Spottleby?” he 
demanded, referring to the 
approaching holiday season, 
“Herne Bay, or Yarmouth?” 

“Oh, neither, Mr. Flixer,” 
with a slight toss of the 
head. “1 intend to break 
entirely fresh ground this 
year. I have decided to 
spend a month at Madeira, 
It's 2 heavenly place, I'm 
told, and the sea voyage there 
and back must be too iovely 
for anything.” 

“ Madeira?” echoed Bertie, 
in surprise. “But—er— 
won't that be —er—rather expensive?” 

“Of course it will. But then, you see, Mr. Flixer, my prospects 
have altered somewhat. Poor dear Aunt Boodle died last week in 
Gloucestershire, and "—using her handkerchief with some emotion 
—“ left me her property.” 

This was news, indeed. He had heard speak of the wealthy and 
eccentric Aunt Boodle, and no doubt she had cut up for something 
considerable. Why, Harriet would be surrounded by suitors 
directly this got wind. He had better strike while the iron was 
hot. Why not make the trip to Madeira a honeymoon one? At 
all events he would propose it. 

And, as he issued from the front door some half an hour later, a 
smile of satisfaction on his face betokened the acceptauce of his 
proposition. « * « . 4 

“ But haven't you commenced on too expensive a scale, darling 2" 
ssid Harriet. “Four hundred a year will hardly cover this, you 
know, 

The honeymoon 
was over, and they 
had just arrived at 
the handsome Hamp- 
stead villa, prepared 
for reception during 
their abzence. 

“ Of course it won't,” 
he replied shortly. 
“But there’s your 
money as well—your 
Aunt Boodle’s prop- 
erty. By-the-by, I've 
never yet asked how 
much—— Where the 
deuce does this infer- 
nal cat come from? I 
hate cats!” 

“This, my love,” 
said Harriet, smiling, 
as n huge black cat 
of villainous aspect 
came sidling towards 
her. “Why, this is 
Property, dear Aunt 
Boodle's favourite 
tom—and my legacy.” 

“What?” he gusp- 
ed, with sudden hor- 
ror. “Do you mean 
to tell me that?) But 
the monev, the——” 

“Oh! her money? She left that to a Home for Inevrables, 
worse luck. But dear old Property! we must beth love him, 
Hasn't he been the means of uniting two fond hearts?” 


“It's a heaveuly piace, Tan told.” 


A smile of satisfaction. 


2 th sis Property.” 


Jane, Tut will you always love me the same, 
Robert ? 

Robert. Rather ! until—until your master is bank- 
Fupt, awl your missus cau't affurd to keep a cold 
chicken in the larder, 


DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE 


“ And have yon 
A CLOSE SHAVE. 


“Gwacious! here's a regular shaver!” 


4° Miss Sloper will be delighted to receive photographs from those 
@& her Sriends whose portrats have not yet been inserted. 


sOOTSIB'S FRIENDS. 
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ON the first day of the British Association Mcetings at Ipswich, it will be 
remembered that Sir Douglas Galton, the President, while reading his opening 
misiress, became su ddenly unwell, attributed at the time to fatigne and over exertion. 
This was erroneous. Happening to look up from his paper for a moment, he saw 
A. SLorkn in the doorway, At once he gueased his purpose. ile turned giddy, the 
words swam before his eyes and he had to be assisted out. When sufficiently 
recoverel, he went into the vestibule, There was the Eininent, surrounded by several 
packages, “SLOPEn, you have come to ihterview me!" “ You have hit it, Douglas, 
dear boy!" “© What if I refuse?” A. SLOPER smiled, “I anticipated this, I release 
you on one condition!" “ Name it?” “That vou allow me to to the A:socia- 
tion!" Sir Douglas refusel point blank. “Very well,” said A. SLOPER, coolly 
producing his note-book, “Now, attend! You, I believe, had a share in the raising 
of the Regal George?” “Hokl, enough!” cried Sir Douglas Galton, “I give in! 
(1) What, may I ask, is that lumber?" “© Lamb:r, my esteemed friend! Those 
pee contain specimens for my lecture !—You see, I anticipated this.” Tne 

ECTURR :—" My Loris, Ladies and Gentlemen all, allow me to observe, as I have 
done on those occasions when i have led a fresh Mrs. Sloper to the altar, that this is, 
indeed, the happiest, the proudest moment of my life, J propose to contine my lecture 


No. 411.—Miss ETOEL TRACEY. 


“You are the Queen of my heart, sweetest.” — The Dook Snook, 
“ Qne smile, one glance, and I am thine for ever.” —Lord Bub, 
“I worship at the shrine of beauty.” —The lion, Billy, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


A PRACTICAL CAne FAKER. 


taken care of the place while we nave been away ?” 
“Lor, yn, mam! and knowing as how you was a-coming home, T 
theronghly cleaned the kitebin, and have just finished putting the 
droring-rvom to rights.” 


Ss 


“a A SS ie 
“If Tam not more sweccefnl jn 
my ball dresses than I have been jx, 
my bathing costumess] am afrairi 
that 7 shail still be an old mai 
next year,"—Lrfract grom Letter 
of Young Lady. 


INTERVIEWED EY A. SLOPER.—SIR DOUGLAS GALTON. 
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THECIGANTIC 
Store RKOLOL IWOG 
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to the hi . from the earliest period, of‘the home of my ancestors—Patterse, 
divided paving don We will commence with the Anthropological section. I have 
with me an assortment of palrolithic and neolithic remains, discovered, I am prowl 
to say, by mvself with infinite labour and no little amount of peril——(2) Here, my 
Lords, Ladies and Gentlemen all, we have a beautiful assortment of ancient British 
flints, resened by me from a vandal about to break them np and spread them on the 
roads at the Local Board's bidding! I will now turn to the Zuolozical section of the 
same perinis. This isa minute bone fonnd in my dust-bin. With the skill of an 
Owen, I have built up on paper the entire animal——(3) I produce the diagram for 
your inspection, my Loris, Ladies and Gentlemen.—14) In the same receptacle, T 
came, amidst the dust of ages, upon these beautiful fossile—a skeicton of the little 
kipperosaurus and the gigantic haddockguanadon, still retaining their ancient and 
fish-like smell, Cannibalixm in the remote part was practised in Lattersea—nay. 
‘vis still, Ihave an unproductive family at home who are positively eating their 
heads off, which is very hard mpon their over-taxed bread-winning parent.—(5) | 
therefore take this opportunity of passing the hat round for the benefit of th: 
0.1.B.W.P.—But, my Lonia, Lailies and Gentlemen all, you are not going? Thay 
ouly just commenced!” But they were, and rapidly A. SLOPER found himself alow. 


THE MEENISTER CHUCKED FOR INTEMPERANCE, 


(2) And McParritch sata, “It's a great pity the poor auld man should go 


MeN { 
® - Toone away without a present, so there's an iron tonic for ye, duckic.” 


tries on his temperance campaign, and has 


out McHelper ouce and for ever. 


(3) “Dear me,” said the old 


| in 
: : eter , hare 
nate, “This is very refreshing indecd. If I canna ba 
whuzky, nail points are a bean—ti—ful substitute, 
: aR—It E seared by many that te Meentster's brain has giren tay. 
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1 eg Ye BY 5 honrat “ 
: the ean Chanlrerl aire: ere wldPour e — 
OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


In spite of the fact that we have been treated to several of November's choicest fogs, summer gay champion bold, Who now walks off with untold gold :—The trout now having streams forscok, 
seins to be ns reluctant to leave us,as we are to part with it. Well, if it remains with us until Our gallant angler takes his hook :-—The journey taken for his health, Ends in the Dooklet winning 
Christmas, I feel sure that Londoners will not complain. On we go :—Zn shooting, some gay sports- — wrenlth :—Though Irving's gone, we hace a pair, Who of his Theatre will take care. Ae 
men show That they are little in the know :—The Yanks are once more to the fore, Obtaining cheers W.G, Grace isa lucky dog. Why does not someone start a National Testimonial for the benefit o 
of friends galore :—This intervier with Joseph gay, Rvautted in the uaual way :—Good iuckto mr A. Storer!’ It would doubtless be the success of the age —THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN, 


CETTING HIS ‘AIR CUT. 


= 


= 


(Old song.) 
op [J . SHE KNEW SOMETHING. 
‘ — | Young Wife. Oh, Gussy, dear, such luck |—we've a cook at 
Tih : fy last that’s bound to stop." z du 
‘3 ~ fe ’ Gus. Um! and how do you know that, pray ? 
Oy ° Young Wife. Why, you great stupid! she was recommended 


hry |! " 


by the constable on the beat. 


8 of =cut 
oe 
| aa ii \ ee 
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Somebody's “Treasure” (applying for situation). What! 


H five little children! No, thank yer, mum. I never gves no 
wae Teacher. Now, Tommy, pr birthday’s to-morrow. wheres where therc’s more than (wo. 
t 


hat would you like for a presen Snip. N i < bd 
> ip. Now, mg little man, put your head down. Lady. Well, if you give us til Thurscsy, perhaps °& can 
Tommy. No more music lessons, Tommy (sith recollections af English History). Ma, dear, oughtu't I to be blindfolded ? drown three of them. ti 
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ALLY-CAMPANE. 


-——~ 


IN fashionable London, tattooing is becoming quite the race 
Qmong the fair sex, 


We rather think, though, that some of the 
young ladies who have 
wrmitted the operator to 
Implant pretty designs upon 
their shoulders and necks 
will live to regret it. 


s 
Why iz it that the military 
cannot behave themselves 
when ona road march? It 
seems, When they arrive at a 
village or small town, it is 
their delight to make things 
hum to a rather more than 
agreeable extent, and turn 
the show upside down, 
Certainly, there are good 
and bad in the army as 
elsewhere; but recently, at 
n town not manv miles from 
London, SLOPER was quite 
disgusted with the behaviour 
of his fellow-countrymen in 

rea, *,* 


THE Ancient Old Wreck 
has this day conferred his 
“Award of Merit’ upon 
FRANK BRIGHT, because he 
wrote “The Notorious Mr. 
Sloper.” “Yer've got yer 
name up at last,” chirruped 
Alexandry, as he entered his 
parent's study. “ Fancy 
calling yer ‘notorious. 
Why, anyone would think 
you had _ been_ poisoning 
the whole o' yer bloomin’ familv.””| Here enters upon the scene an 
old boot whizzing through the air, but with more than usual agility 
the Cerulean-Orbed One dodged it. and is now congratulating 
himself on thus easily evading his father’s just anger. 

ss? 


s 
AX eight-vears’ reader writes to ask us whether it is true that the 
Prince of Wales never retires to rest without a copy of Larks/ is 
placed beneath his pillow. We cannot say for certain, but if such 


As the case, his dreams must indeed be happy ones, 
s.?¢ 


s 
THE entertainment at the Empress Theatre in the Indian Exhi- 
bition is one of the most startling in London. It is really 
more exhilarating than a trip round the Big Wheel. Patronize the 
show by all means, ee 
a 


THE numer of actresses who have been deprived of their jewels 
by burglars is attaining alarming proportions. Mrs. Langtry is the 
latest victim. 
this sort of thing 
continues, we 
shall have to 
startan Actresses’ 
Jewellery Protec- 
tion Society. 


s 

ST rk A W- 
BERRIES were 
on sale in Pen- 
zance on the 
Monday of ast 
week, On the 
same day in Leeds 
there was a heavy 
snowstorm. 
Verily, ours is 2 
peculiar climate, 


. 

THE American 
Bantam is agaia 
crowing ; this 
time over their 
defeat of the 
English team of 
athletes, Unfor- 
tunately, though, 
the team that 
fought for the 
Old Country was only a second-fate one, and as the Yankees 
were represented by their rery best athletes, Jonathan had not 
much to crow about, ne 

J 


THEY are still doing business at the Royal Aquarium. The 
receipts, we believe. during the last few weeks, have even exceeded 
the expectations of the directors. This ts good business, with a 
vengeance ! se 

s 


WE understand that another Englishman has challenged for the 
America Cup. It is to be hoped that his yacht will be armour- 
clad, and that it will be armed with two or three 8]-ton guns. 


STILL another Duke betrothed to an American heiress. The 
Duke of Marlborough is, we understand, engaged to Miss Consuelo 
Vanderbilt. What, though, have our English lassies done that 


they should be treated in such a contemptuous manner? 
zs ¢ 


= 
IT may be the temperament of the people. or it may be on 
account of the climate, but somehow baseball does not seem to 
: eatch on in this 


country, It isa 
great pity. The 
game is far supe- 


rior to, although it 
resembles, rouni- 
era, which is so 
much  patronised 
by our Kast-End 
brethren. Doubt- 
less, the English 
require educating 
up to the game. 


s 

WE understand 
beng _ Holland, at 
‘air time, a peasant 
girl who i without 
a beau generally 
hires one. After 
thisannouncement 
we are afraid that 
in England young 
men will be tov 
scarce, whilst in 
Holland they will 
be too plentiful. 


2 
A TRIP down 
the river from Ips- 
wich to Harwich is very enjoyable, mark you, when the tide is 
high ; but oh! when the water is low, the stench can only be com- 
pared to dead dogs in a high state of decomposition. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


Messrs. AUGUSTUS HARRIS ANP Co. are to be congratulated 
on the success of their new drama, Cheer, Boys, Cheer is undoubt- 
edly one of 
the best plays 
ever produced 
at Drury Lane 
Theatre, and 
will probably 
run until the 
stage ia re- 
quired for the 
rehearsals of 
the Christmas 
pantomime. 


THE Skunk 
will not run 
again this 
vear A. 
SLOPER in- 
forms us that 
the colt is re- 
served for 
Christmas 
festivities. 
Probably he 
intends cut- 
ting the ani- 
mal Ha and 
distributing 
portions of it 
to his staff 
as Christmas 
boxes, 


s 

Ir anyone will offer. purse or a case of booze worth sailing for; 
SLOPER will have a side bet to race his yacht, the Zootsie Helle, 
ngainst Mr. McCalmont's Jecauty, three times round the lake in 
St. James’s Park. SLOPER is quite sanguine ; he took a trip with 
his first and second mates to Felixstowe the other day to see 
McCalmont’s boat put through her paces. ALLy's advice to his 
pals is to have a little bit on the Tootsie Belle, 


bd : 

AT the Confectioners and Bakers’ Exhibition, at the Agricultural 
Hall, Iky Moses succeeded in “taking the cake.” He also managed 
to evade the doorkeepers after a severe pre cg which meant the 
destruction of the cake and of Iky's anticipation of a good feed. 


as 
WE believe that before many weeks have elapsed a successor to 
Lord Tennyson will have been appointed. A. SLOPER is at present 
favourite for the “ Poet Laureate hip.” 

s 
IN spite of the fact that we have been on the moat intimate terms 
with the King of the Belgians, we cannot permit his minions to 
assassinate our 
subjects without 
reason OF cause. 
There is not the 
slightest doubt 
that a ose 
was illegally ex- 
ecuted, and_ it 
remains with Lord 


Why do nota 
few of our unem- 
ploved emigrate 
to Malta? Living 
in this place is, we 
understand, su 
cheap, that the 
inhabitants do not 
know how to ex- | 
wend their earn- — 

Big rabbits = 
can be obtained - 
Ee the asking, 
whilst eggs are 
literally being 
shied about, 


WE have just received » hamper containing a dead cat trimmed 
with pheasant feathers. If the owner of the cat will apply at “The 
Sloperies ” we shall be pleased to return to him the carcass of the 
cat. The feathers we shall keepasa souvenir of the First of October. 


s 
A. SLOPER is returning to town as fast as express train will permit 
him. What for, some people may inquire. Well, what do you 
think?) Our answer is, that this year A. SLOPER's “ CHRISTMAS 
Hovipays” is going to be one of the colossal productions of the 
age, se 
s 


THE inhabitants of Liverpool have recently been aftlicted—well, 
with not exactly a plague, but with the presence of G. H. Chirgwin. 
The death rate, though, has not inc in the slightest degree. 
Provably this is owing to the fact that hearty laughter very rarely 
sills, e6 

s 


IF you haven't visited the South London Palace lately, take our 
advice and go at once. The show is really a marvellous one, aud 
McGooseley, who wasa recent visitor, 
had only time to patronise the bar on 
three occasions. *\° 


THE celebrated Fleet Street thirst 
must certainly take 2 back seat. Mc- 
Gooseiey was recently dispatched by 
SLOPER to Newmarket to-enter sundry 
of his thoroughbreds for the Cam- 
bridgeshire. After doing the business, 
Mac wandered down the High Street 
sampling whisky and other maltings, 
and, to his great astonishment, nine 
out of every ten individuals could 
simply mop him up in the way of im- 
bibing. Mac was under the impression 
that de took the cake in shifting, but 
now it's 9 to 4 on the Newmarket 
lappers. It isa pity that the Eminent 
was not on the scene, 


s 
IN a well-known town the other day 
one lad stuck another with a pitchfork 
which caused his death. he jury, 
somehow or another, agreed that death 
was cau by misadventure. How 
that could be we are at a loss to under- 
stand, Again, the way the poor fellow's 
remains were conveyed to the ceme- 
tery wasa disgrace to civilization gener- 
ally and the authorities in particular. 
Revere the dead, though the victim 

inay be only a Jad. - 


s 
THERE are, at present, an exceptional number of counterfeit 
shillings in circulation, So clever are the imitations, that it is 
recorded that two Scotland Yard detectives were recent'y taken 
in with them, 
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A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS 


A CALENDAR FOR TAR WERK ENDING OcToBER 1271, 1995 


as 
th October, 160s. the New Holborn theatre Was thi 


6 
day opened with 7he Flying Scud. 


October, 1644.—Evelyn says under wee 
Captain of the Gally Loval (at Marscillea) wend Phe 
commanded the motions (of the slaves) with a nod, and 
making them row out. The spectacle was to me new and itn 
to see so many hundreds of miserably naked persons ie Pilize 
being shaven close, and having only high red bonnet - vers 
cvnvas drawers, their whole backs and legs naked, doubly « wait of 
about their middle and legs in couples, and made fast Na 
seats, and all commanded in a trice by an imperious and their 
seaman, They are ruled without the least humanity,” ea 


Sth October, 1672.—Flizabeth Cromwell, i 
Protector, died this day. At a period when the viles an cit! 
1 for loyalty and wit we hear no evil report of Elizabeth 
Cromwell. Oliver was not a very faithful husband. th 


Oth October, 1547.—Cervantes, the autho: ; 
was born this day. He, in 1576, was in command of cuit = 
He was taken prisoner and sold as a slave in Algiers, whom 1 
pining to ry pes eo ~ oo. ogra an fear of death rats 
tmpalement or e ec, a once ¢ ¥ 

round his neck.” i nanan 4 TORS sa 


10th October, 1813.—7he Miller and jis } . 
night produced at Covent Garden Theatre. face fifty vet 
ago this drama was played with the nid of painted paper charactre 
on toy stages by thousands of English boys, Skelt and Webb sli 
sheets of these characters “a penny plain and twopence Coloured,” 


11th October, 1666,—This day the acting of sta; 2 
by order suspended for six months. in London oa passer of the 
Great Plague, 


19th October, 1411.—The Thames this day “ 
flow'd, no ebb between.” ° mee day “thrice ove. 


us how }, 
his whist). 


ee 


THE APOTHEOSIS OF OCTOBER. 


TWELVE calm-revolving months complete 
The circle of the year: 

Why holds my heart, as forth they fleet, 
The tenth of them most dear? 

Is it because 1 love to hear, 
Low-murmuring mid the trees 

Like fairy whispers, crisp and clear, 
The fine October breeze? 


Is it because May, June, July, 
Dull August, damp September, 
Have given us rainz that well might vie 
With those of bleak December ? 
Is it for this that I, who've bin 
T gloomiest cloudlet glummer, 
Admire the month which brings us in 
The fine October summer? 


Nay, let me own the truth! Of late 
My beer has made me rail. 

Its muddy look has roused my hate: 
And, since I like the ale 

Which, bubbling, to the tumbler clings— 
Bright, sparkling, pure and new— 

1 love the glorious month which brings 
The fine October brew ! ! 


ee 


SOMETHING LIKE INSTINCT. 


WE never could quite understand, we who attended regularly the 
Sabbath morning services at the Reverend Mr. Samuel Softlizh's 
little riparian chapel, how it was that the excellent shepherd always 
Laity fey his discourse to a close at one o'clock to the very tick. 
Had he a chronometer on his cushion in the pulpit, or was it sheer 
instinct? Some said one thing, some said another, till old Burge. 
the boat-builder, got up in the organ loft one Sunday morning and 
saw enough to dissipate the chronometer theory. ; 
The following Sunday as Mr. Sidesman Smee walked home with 
the parson, he said : . 

“You'll excuse what I’m going to say, I know, Mr. Softleigh. but 
the other wardens and | have remarked how very punctually rou 
always wind up your sermon at one o'clock, we consider it a 
marvellous case of instinct.” . 

hina Reverend Mr. Samuel Softleigh smiled in a kindly way and 
replied : , 

t You do, do you? Well, let me tell you, Mr. Smee, that it is not 
instinct. Iam warned by sounds—sounds just as intelligible to 
me as the striking of a church clock.” 

“Indeed, sir, and may J ask what they are?” 

“Certainly, Mr. Smee, certainly. At two minutes before the 
hour 1 can hear the potman taking down the shutters at the 
Punchbowl and Packhorse, and I recognise the futility of prolon:- 
ing my discoure. Though I may not enter a tavern myself, 1 can 
quite understand many a shining light in my congregation will not 
be seriously demoralised by taking a gin-and-bitters. 1 

And as a passed the Punchbowl, Mr. Sidesman Smee drop 
sched behind his pastor, and slithered unostentatiously into the 
private bar, 


MORE “AGE OF LOVE.” 


THERE are some women m the world—confirmed aud chronic 
vers—it's next to impossible to make afuss of. Poor old | im 

odger, for instance, not having had the spondulics to take Binet 
and “the dear old Dutch” to Margate this year, sought to or ; 
amends by taking her to Hampton Court on the boat last Satur‘ay. 
Blest if anything pleased her! eine 

As they steamed back, and P., who had been_ punishins oe 
bottled beer in the forecabin, cnught sight of the little rustic ae 
anyesse _ ferry at Isleworth, old memories awakened, and } 
exclaimed : vases . 

“Ah, Clara! there's the old seat! See it? J'yer remeribe? 
when love's soft charms first enslaved me ?—when we used " “ae 
- that seat in the halcyon days long, long ago’—ah! lo. 
jong—" ” jssed. 

“Go it! Go it, you vindictive, insulting snake! she a 
“Remind me of my age! Goon! Fling my age in my teeth, } 
venomous viper!” 

Then he sighed, and went back to the bottled beer. 


——\_>—— 


WHEN GREEK MEETS GREEK. 


“ AND did you get much of a stormat Brighton?” 
The Sauna coals je. back from his holidays (if a fortnight s er 
taste of purgatory in a cheap seaside ing-house can 
designated) smiled a sort of sickly smile. “Lor. te 
“TP should just think we did, old man.” he answered. Aen 
thunder rolled, the rain came down, the sea roared, an 
saw such lightning, before or since.” 
“ Weren't you nervous?” . F Fi eenad  fcwis 
“At first, yes; but not after a little thing T witnessed. he 
putting on a clean collar to go on the Pier and so was 1 i mae 
room. A flash o’ lightning came clean into the room and * 
the very bed ie been sleeping on!” 
“Creat Scott!’ Arent 
“[ should think so, Why, it bent that blooming light 
absolutely double!” 


its 


ee i 
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BENEDICTS, BEWARE. 


“7 hotographic arrangement the likenesses of an entire 
rmeane of & Perla can be taken at one fell swoop.) 
ONE regrets to have to 
mention 
That a certain shrewd 
invention 


“oar: LEM) KER E J 


ter PATO ERMAONED 


ers WER IM aa Is likely to be fraught 
pe 0) pf PERT with woe and mis- 
nena so RLe TS, chief in a way ; 


— a 


‘Tis a no- 
tion pho- 
tographic 
That may 


AS \\ cau 
This photo-ing of faces of the audience at the play! 


To cast this photo-thraldom 
Over Theatre-dom and “ Hall”-dom, 

Sone Lotharios’ little foibles might—in camera—betray ; 
When one has wired “ Don't wait, dear! 
Urgent business keeps me late, dear!” 

It sill be rather awkward to be photo'd thusly, eh? 
For Nemesis next day 
May make your “ missus” say— . 

“Oh! kept on business late, indeed! . . . . Why, here 

you're at the play!” 


vs 


THAT AD. 


ny Column’ ads., don't ie think ?" said 
e threw down the “ 7Zeily,” and ordered 


“Well, no; not exactly,” was the reply, “ but as it happened to 
ery particular chum of mine, I can vouch for every word of 
ory.’ 


V Ih let's have it, then, old man; only, look here. no fairy 
:, you know.” 


!* said Sammy 
vuttily. “Tt happened 


ts, that’s my poal’s 
ame, Was going 
ome one evening by 
busas usual, when in 
hops the very jam. 
niest little bit of 
he'd ever set 
ou, and plumps 
herself down in the 
puly vacant seat, 
rzht opposite him, 
Nell, Bertie felt it 
is a case With him 
itht off love at first 
ight, you know, and 
llthat. Of course 
» devours her with his eyes, coughs and ahems, but do you think 
« could get her to so much as look at him? Not he. Then he 
rts desperate and tries pressing her foot and trying to look 
money, but after this she stops the "bus, jumps out, and disappears 
fore poor old Bert gets a chance to follow her. 

“Well, what does he do, but rush home and post off an ad. toall 
ie morning papers, worded something like this: ‘The pretty, fair 
ong lady, in the blouse and sailor hat, who travelled in an Arch- 
ay omnibus as far as the Angel, Monday last, is respectfull 
mplored to meet the gentleman who sat i give her, outside 
lulloway Hall at 8.30 on Friday next.’ Well, Bertie turns up at 
he appointed hour in his best togs, and his heart going like a 
edge hammer, und as soon as he gets near the place he twigs 
ere’s something on. And what do you think? Outside that hall 
as acrowd of girlx, over two hundred strong, all ages, and most 
_em shockingly plain, but every one of ‘em wearing blouses and 
‘ilor hats, Of course the poor fellow hadn't reckoned on the 
umber of girls who travel over the same course every day, and 
ou bet they all think themselves pretty. And you may not 
“teve me, gentleman, but it took a special force of police to 
sperse the crowd, and it wasn’t till past midnight that——” 

but here a threatening roar from the long-suffering listeners 
terrupted the yarn, and by unanimous consent, the narrator was 
wil whiskies round, 


eee 


BELLES OF THE BUFFET. 
No. 56.—THE Crown Giri, 


WAILING, wailing, 
wailing, 
They are wailing, 
anguish-riven, 
That the summer. 
strength is failing 
Of the sun-god up in 
heaven. 
For as Autumn plants 
the traces 
Of her footsteps on 
the shore, 
They must quit the 
seaside places, 
And return to town 
once more! 
Wailing, wailing, 
wailing, 
They are wailing sour 
and surly, 
That the shadow ceases 
trailin, 
+ O'er the mountain- 
side so early. 
Where the rural breezca 
strengthen, 
They have wandered to and fro ; 
But the evenings, as they lengthen 
And grow bleaker, bid them go! 
But I've all the while been yearning, 
, Though it's dull and drear in town, 
For the rapture of returning 
To my loved one at the Crown! 


2 thn d 


ALLY SLOPER’'S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE EDITOR'S LETTER-BOX. 


ee 
LUTTERWORTH, September 22nd, 1895. 

Dear S1R,—In digging up potatoes to-day I came across one 
which ¢£o forcibly reminded me of the venerable ALLY that I deter- 
mined to send it for your inspection. Amonzst human beings 
imitation is said to be the sincerest form of flattery ; how much 
more delighted, then, must the Ancient One feel when tubers strive 
to grow up in the likeness of his manly form. It is a matter of 
notoriety that ALLY reigns supreme over the whole of the surface 
of the globe, but it was not until to-day that I realised the fact that 
his dominion extends to things under the earth. It would be in- 
teresting to ascertain the limits of AULY's subterranean influ- 
ence, but [ will not go deeper into the matter, or the subject 
might become a burning one. 


Yours sincerely, J. M. Evass, 
ee 

THE DIARY OF A FLAT. 
( Continued.) 


i 4 I PAY FOR MY TEA-PARTY. 

SEE, dear diary, that I have already confided to your pages the 
remarkable series of events which led to my findin: Aired in bed 
at my friend Mr. Wilkinson's. I observe, too, that I have also 
hinted that my state of health upon awakening was not such as I 
should desire. My lips were pare! and hot, my tongue dry and 
cracked, and there was a curious taste in my mouth as though [ 
had been sucking coppers all night. My felt strangely heavy, 
and when I attempted to lift it from my pillow the room revolved 
around me with most unpleasant rapidity. 

Presently Mr. Wilkinson sat up in his bed and called across to 
me. “Hullo, old chappie! how d'ye feel!” 

I informed him that I had never been so painfully indisposed 
before, and requested him to let me die in peace. 

“ Nonsense, old man,” said he, jumping out of bed, and mixing 2 
refreshing beverage called, I believe, a B. and 8S. ; “ here, gulp this 
down, and you'll be a man again, you know you've got a lot tu get 
through this morning.” 

I said 1 really hoped he wouldn't count on my company, I didn't 
feel equal to any more fatigue. 

He smiled. “My dear fellow,” he said, “1 don't see how you can 
possibly get out of attending the court.” 

“© The court!” I queried, wonderingly, “ what court?” 

“What court?” repeated Mr. Wilkinson. “the police-court, you 
know ; why, my dear fellow, dv you mean to tell me you dou't 
remember what you did last night?” 

* Did—last night—me—what do you mean?” I gasped. 

Mr. Wilkinson went off into an elaborate fit of laughter. “Well, 
you are a hot ‘un, old chap,” he said, “you are, indeed. Fancy a 
man upsetting a whole public-house. smashing half a dozen 
windows, nearly killing two policemen, and then forgetting all 
about it in the morning. Very cool fur a beginner, very cool, 


indeed.” 
‘ oo heavens!” I cried, “you don't mean to gay that I did 
ih} 

“ But 1 do, my boy,” said Mr. Wilkinson, “I do, indeed, and 
what's more I'm afraid it'll be rather a serious matter for you; I 
fear they won't consider it n case for a fine.” 

I stared at him horrified. ‘“ Do you think they'll imprison me, 
then?” 1 queried. 

“ Well,” said Mr, Wilkinson. “it all depends upon Sir John's 
temper ; if he's feeling fairly lively you may get off with ten quid 
and coe but if he’s a bit liverish it'll be a case of three months 

ard, 

Visions of dark gloomy dungeons, barred windows, skilly, black 
bread, and broad arrow suits rose before my mind's eye, and | sank 
back with a groan, 

“Come, buck up, old man!" said Mr. Wilkinzon, presently. “ I 
tell you what I'll do. Vl go down to the court for you, swear 
you're to ill too show up, conduct the defence, suft-soap the beuk, 
and try and get you off with a fine.” ; 

“ ae my name—it'll be in all the papers, I shall be ruined,” I 
moanev 

“ Leave that to me,” was the reply, “I'll work it for you, I shall 
have to tip the reporters pretty heavily, of course, but you'll give 
me carte blanche ?” = . 

“Yes, yes," 1 cried, eagerly, “I'll pay anything, anything to hush 
up the horrid affair.” 

“Trust me, old chap, I'm your man if it’s to be done,” said my 
wb ine “ Here, 1 must be off now, keep up your pecker till I 
get back.” 

Oh! how the minutes seemed to drag after this, Twelve struck, 
and still he had not returned, but a little latera heavy step sounded 
on the stair, and I broke into a cold sweat with fear. as it the 
ofticer of the law come to remove me? No, thank heavens! the 
door opened, and Mr. Wilkinson walked in flushed but triumphant. 

“It's all right, old man,” he cried, wringing my hand. “It's 
cost a devil of a lot, but I've squared it all.” 

I burst into tears of relief, and begged him to tell me how much 
I waa in debt. 

“ Well, the fine was ten quid,” said he ; “ten quid, and five quid 
costs. Then, twelve reporters at a thick ‘un a time ; that's twenty- 
seven pound, isn't it? And let's see—yer, cab fare, sundry tips, 
etc., about another two. Say thirty pounds aie Freee old chap. 

I wrote him a cheque the xame day, and stood him a new hat for 
his trouble, although he said he would gladly do the same for me 
any day ; and he really looked as if he meant it. _ 

My tea-party was certainly a more expensive affair than I 


bargained for. 
(To be continued next week.) 


ed 


SEASIDE SONNETS. 
No. 15.—Au Revoir. 

On, cheerily we have swum the main: 
Oh, cheerily on the sands we've lain, 
Or, the rosy hue of health to gain, 

Along the beach have wended. 
Gaily we've squandered the seaside time 
Ina round of felicities prime, sublime ; 
But now, it's Ho for the smoke and grime! 

For the days of the trips are ended ! 


Yet, ere we return to the soot and smoke, 

Let a grateful word by our lips be spoke ! 

Let us tender our thanks to the railway folk, 
Whore politeness we've found exceeding— 

To the landladies, gentie of act and speech— 

To the pleasure-providers who throng the beach— 

To all who brought happiness near our reach, 
While the time of the trips was speeding ! 


Yes, we'll wish our new-made triends good-bye, 

In this favoured place of the bright blue sky, 

With a warmth of heart and a warmth of eye 
In which no shallow pretence is ; 

And we'll promise them, ere we disappear 

Into London's gloom, that with like good cheer 

(If spared) we will meet them again next year 
When the time of the trips commences ! 


—- 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 


A Ripi1ne Habit: That ofa man who takes a hanzom for the 
shortest journey. 

The letter “i” is the most sensible character we know. It never 
ceex off its dot. . ‘ 

Why is the habit of embezzlement like Jericho?—Because it is 
begun by a big “J.” 


319 
THE BRIGANDS. 


—_—_ 


CHAPTER II). 

Givserre Boveko drew his hand from the hilt of his knife, 
but he abated not a jot of the gloomy scowl with which he 
regarded Constantia 
el Sorroto. The lady 
seemed not tu care 
whether the scowl 
passed away or deep- 
ened, and a demure 
smile lit up her eves 
as she flicked a piece 
of withered grass off 
her petticoat and 
repeated the words : 

“How d'ye do, 
Giuseppe Bolero? 
You did me the kind- 
ness to call me a 
miscreant. You are 
very com pliment- 


ry. 

“T speak of you as 
I find Oe” 

“{ am not aware 
of having done any- 
thing particularly 
monstrous lately that 
you should use such 
a term to me.” 

“ Did I not see you 
smile upon that 
miserable herd but a 
minute since?” said 
Giuseppe Bolero, 
fiercely. 

_“T'faith you did, 
if you were looking this way, and were near enough to see,” 

“Did I not hear him ask you if you loved him?” continued 
the brigand. 

“ You did, [do not doubt. What then?” 

“Then I have a right to call you miscreant.” 

“Indeed? 1 fail to see the connection.” 

“You should have struck him to your feet when he had the 
presumption to make his avowal.” 

“Did I do that when you made your avowal?” 
Ha! It wasa different matter then,” 

“Very much so, I suppose,” 

“ You loved me.” 

“T did not say so,” remarked the lady, demurely, 
“Do you love him?” 

“T did not say so.” 

“Perdition take it! then—what do you say ” 


A gloomy scowi, 


say, Giuseppe 
Rolero, that you area 
fool!” 

“Ha!” yelled Giu- 
Beppe, “ |—” 

“You are a fool, as 
I have said. Keep 
your temper.” 

“ You are nota wise 
woman to talk in that 
way. 

“ Pooh! do not grip 
your knife so grimly. 
You know you could 
not afford to kill me, 
so you must afford to 
be called a fool.” 

“And to ask no 
expinnation as to 
what particular Iam 
most conspicuous in 
in my foolishness, I 
suppose.” 

“Certainly. You 
are a fool to quarrel 
with me about that 
boy, to begin with ; 
and are you not in 
want of a recruit for 
your precious band 
of bandits?) Do you 
not think he will 
be a useful member of your respectable statl of culprits?” 

“He would ; but he will not join us.” ; 

“He has never been properly tried yet. His ambition has never 
been roused. He loves me—or thinks he docs, 1 will make hima 
brigand.” 

* And will marry him?” 2 

“Bless you, no! 1 will never marry a subordinate when I can 
command the captain.” 

© And you will marry me?” 

“Yes; [think I will.” 

“When? At once?” 

“Oh, dear me! not at once.” 

“When?” 

“When I am tired of being single. and when you have earned 
enough to be able to retire from a business where the risks are 
great, As soon as you can afford to share and leave your present 
business I am . Zz Se 
yours,” 

“Then you like 
not the business of 
w brigand?” said 
(iiuseppe Bolero, 
grimly. 

“TIT cannot sav 
that I dislike it,” 
contradicted the 
girl, as she looked 
saucily into the 
gloomy face of her 
lover. 

“Then you do 
like it,” said Bolero, 
eagerly, as he took 
her hand, 

“LT shan't say that 
either.” said the 
lidy. “Ttisa profit. 
ible business, but, 
then, it is an un. 
comfortable busi- 
hess, One doesn't 
care to havea friend 
in a profession 
where he may 
hanged any day.” 

“Then why lead 
this youth into tho 
business?" 

“In order that he 
may help to make your fortune the quicker, and because, though 
he isat present in love with me. he is in turn loved by a girl in 
the village there—ani I hate her!” ; 

“ Constantia, vou are a devil!” said Giuseppe, in admiration. 

“LT have a taste that way, I admit,” was the reply, 

(To be continued neat werk.) 


“Keep your temper.” 


“You are a devil!” 


320 ALLY SLOPER’'S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


THE “F.O.8." PORTRAIT GALLERY. gat KIND. 


“No. ma,I can't come and dress ; I'm nlayi nizin 
aud they never do that surt of thing, aie. ce 


Jie, Do you often walk throm this park aione ? “Wh-yever do yor call your oid woman ¢ fy to, Jiu 2” 
She. OL, uo I generally have a puppy of some description with me, “Why, ‘cus she allus haves the lurst word,” 


STREET ACQUAINTANCES. No. 13.—THE FRUITY MOWER. 


No, 397.-Mn. Witt New, F.OS8, 


“ Although not in the Army, Salvation or otherwise, our hero 
is nevertheless a Maior, inasmuch ws he styles himectf the Major 
of Benefits. Hethos a fair complexion, a pleasant face, and a 
prvdigions amount of cheek, Has never been known to sutter 
from the jim-jame, although he never refiecs atreviver” Is 
well known in the provinces ; but is still a stranger to London, 
Intemls invating the big city at n very early date. It is to be 
loped that his trial trip in the Metropolis will prove beneficial 
to him. Chiefly becanse our hero is a Major of Benefits. he 
was create! £0.85. ant the ‘Sloper Award cf Merit’ prevented 
tu him August Lith, 1595.°— bebrett dinproced, 


’ 

Low Comedian. When I knock yeu down in the secon] act, 
jnst try andl fall with yonr head throagh the side wing ; it luuks 
ever go much better, and always briugs down the Louse. 


Ps eran EDLGR Ul baveisomie Rath Good for a chaps The Gardener, who, having regaled freely at the neighbouring pub. after !o'nz up somebody's garden, waddles down the street with 
ERs SOME ORKEOW: his scythe unprotected, putting everyone ac meets into an awful funk, 
Lady Grace, Wel, I should never have imagined you went in 


for fish. COMPARATIVE. GIRLS BILLY'S PROFOSED TO. 
(Lord Nonskull langhed, but never foryave the satire, 
don't you Know, oi) 


This young lady chucked Billy simply . ial— 
“D'ycer, she ain't done so bailly—she's got some tidy-sizod One Johnnie, He's what I should call well-shod. because he was so fat and couldn't waste down “Now, Mr. Pigmayleon Mold, don't stint ee 
bags a’ready!” T'other Johnnie. He's what J should call—well—shoddy ! toudecent weight. How ficklc is woman'slove ! I'm paying a big price, remember. 
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